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out, saying that the fact that he wanted the drawing
done ought to have been enough to make me do it.
I replied that I could see no interest in the subject,
which to me only suggested fever and discomfort,
and wretched habitations for human beings. We
relapsed into silence, and for another mile nothing
was said, when Euskin broke out with, " You were
right, Stillman, about those cottages; your way of
looking at them was nobler than mine, and now,
for the first time in my life, I understand how any-
body can live in America."

We went to Bonneville to hunt out the point of
view of a Turner drawing which Euskin liked, but,
needless to say, though we ransacked the neighbor-
hood for views, we never found Turner's; and then
we went on to St. Martin, the little village opposite
Sallanches, on the Arve. For a subalpine landscape
with Mont Blanc in the distance, this is the most
attractive bit of the Alpine country I know, with
picturesque detail and pleasant climbing up to 7000
feet. The view of Mont Blanc, too, is certainly the
finest from below which can be found. In fine
weather the mountain is hidden to the summit by
clouds which clear away at sunset, and from the little
and picturesque bridge over the Arve we saw the
huge dome come out, and glow in the sunlight,
when we were all in shadow. It was to me new and
startling, this huge rosy orb, which at its first ap-
pearance suggests a huger moon rising above the
clouds, until, slowly, the clouds below melt away, and
the mountain stands disclosed to its base. If any-tian world at even then, who did not openly support it,artistic friends and promising support-
